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POETRY: A Magaxine of Verse 

"What is not picked, now, in the garden, will never be 

picked," 
I say, before this garden. 

I felt her child's heart beating, 
And, for thinking of that heart and of her lover, 
The "Come, there is some good place near," and the feel of 

her hand, 
I would not answer. This which might have dispersed 
The many girls who have appeared to me sleeping, 
I would not consent to. 

It was that. I say to the sand, 
Nevertheless, as if to one person : "Dear love, departed, 
Can some season not freshen us ? I am disheartened ; 
Are there many like the dark girl ? are there many like me ?" 

But what is not picked now in the garden will never be 
picked. 

THE SPIRIT 

In the early spring, the fattening young weeds 

Appear, all green, their veins stretched, amongst their dead. 

And every sand-hill, with its bundle of willow 

And young green riding the sand, is my pleasant walk. 

The river, every rock there, and the wind 

Molding cold waves, have seen a spirit by day 

Which I would see; and now that my heart's a poor hired 

one 
Which owns no favor or love, but did awhile, 
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I walk my pleasant walks. Where the new dark red 

Willows feather in sand against the sky, 

I make out a spirit sitting by the new grass : 

The sun shines yellow on the hair, and a wind blows 

That would melt snow, but her face calls it on. 

And her hands are quiet in her red sleeves all day. 

"All my pleasure begins when you come to this place." 

"I am sorry for it, spirit, yet I most wished it; 

Has my heart commanding shamed me to your eyes?" 

"Never in life shall these eyes see you shamed. 

I half live, like a stalk, but no girl orders me." 



MY STEP-GRANDFATHER 

My step-grandfather sat during the noon spell 

Against the wild crabapple tree, by the vines. 

Flies about the high hot fern played, or fell 

To his beard, or upon the big vein of his hand. 

With their playing he seemed helpless and old, in a land 

Where new stumps, piles of green brush, fresh-burnt pines, 

Were young and stubborn. He mentioned the old times 

As if he thought of this: "I have marched, and run 

Over the old hills, old plowed land, with my gun 

Bumping furrows — oh, years old. But in this new place 

There is nothing I know. I ride a strange colt." 

"You know old times, and have seen some big man's face: 
Out of the old times, what do you remember most?" 
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